Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 



I 



600062382U 




THE YOUNG HERO. 



ENTERED AT STATIONERS' HALL, 

ACCORDING TO ACT OF PARLIAMENT. 






ARCHIBALD CLEVLAND. 



» • i r » i-i 



ill' ^ h K 



j , i«. i 



.,i 



' ' i 



f % 



'" !,. 



» .. 



THE YOUNG HERO. 



A DESCRIPTIVE POEM 



or THE 



HOME, LIFE, ft BRILLIANT MILITARY CAREER 



or 



ARCHIBALD CLEVLAND, ESQ., 

OF TAPELEY PARK, INSTOW, NORTH DEVON, 
CORNET 17th LANCERS. 



BY T. P. BELL. 



EXETER : 
WILLIAM CLIFFORD, 24, HIGH STREET. 

1862. 



So. /. 



£&o. Z. JS~. 



TO 



MRS. M. C. CLEVLAND, 



(motheb of the young hero) 



THIS POEM 



is, 



BY PERMISSION, • . 
MOST RESPECTFULLY* DEDICATED, 



BY HER 



OBLIGED AND OBEDIENT SERVANT, 



THE AUTHOR. 



IX. 



TO 

MRS. M. C. CLEVLAND. 



Lady ! I've strung my lyre, and sought to sing, 
Beside sweet Tapeley's pure and crystal spring, 
Of him, who in bright, by-gone hours of joy ; 
Stood 'neath thy roof — thy noble fair-hair' d boy ! 
Of him, who won a wreath of glory rare ; 
For thee : oh, yes ; and for Devonia fair ! 
Oh I may this lay give thee some solace now : — 
Rejoice, O Lady ! that thy son's fine brow ! 
Well-won the Warrior's wreath of fadeless bays :- 
Rejoice, that thou hast reared a son whose days 
E'er burnt around thy heart, a brilliant flame ; 
And reap'd in death — a Hero's deathless name ! 



*l.« 



PREFACE. 



In sending forth this little Work to the Public : 
I beg to state, that it has been written principally 
for the Lady to whom it is dedicated : but, that, 
at the earnest request of many noble-hearted friends, 
a larger edition than was at first intended has been 
published ; with the hope, that others, who are not 
personally connected with the Subject of it, may 
find some thoughts in the Poem to cheer, please, 
and instruct them. And that our young men in the 
Army or Navy, or in connection with our Volunteer 
Movement, or otherwise, may find many useful lessons 
in this brief account of The Young Hero of Balaclava : 
which, if followed, will cheerfully stimulate them in 
discharging their life-duties, to their Queen and Country ; 



Zll. 



and fling around Life's last hours, a halo of light, to 
cheer their souls; as they wing their unseen flight 
to the Spirit-land of immaculate bliss. 

If this be the result, I shall have obtained that 
for which I pray. My object is to be useful — -that 
gained, I care but little for the rest. 



Exeter, June, 1862., 
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XV. 



THE YOUNG HERO, 



INTRODUCTORY STANZA. 




SWEET Devonia ! oft with throbbing heart, 
I've left the noisy hum of busy mart : 
To wander o'er thy hills of beauty rare ; 

And listen to thy rivers ever fair \ 

Singing lute-music ; soft as Summer air. 

Yes : — with delight, with wildly sweet delight \ 

I've wandered by thy silver rivers bright \. 

And thought of thee, in happy, pensive mood ; 

As on some heathy hill, 'neath waving wood, . 

Or in somfe smiling violet glen (where food 

For thought thy hand doth rich supply) T ve- stood* 
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Yes : — thought of thee — till tears of joy — blest joy ;- 

Roll'd down my burning cheek, yet, seem'd to toy 

With blue-wing'd zephyrs, that anon flew by, 

Listening to the burden of my sigh. 

Now of thy beauty, matchless, rich and rare ; 

Now of thy daughters, fairest of the Fair ; 

Now of thy sons, who've ever won for thee, 

In Art, in Science, and Philanthropy ; 

A glorious wreath ; to deck thy noble brow ! 

Which ever, like to gem rich glist'ning, thou 

Shalt wear around thy own fair head ;— till Time — 

Shall take thy children to another clime ! 

Like him, of whom, with fears, we write to-day : 

Whose spotless name ; lives on thy heart for aye ! 

Whose dauntless courage ; nerves thy sons afar ; 

And shines on England's breast, like gleaming star ! 

For thy brave children ; — God we'll ever praise ; 

And of thy beauty, oft we'll sing sweet lays : 

And deck thy Hero-sons, with deathless bays ! 



THE YOUNG HERO. 



Part I. 




N Instow's lovely heights, fair Tapeley! 
stands : 
Girt by the richest — the most fertile lands. 
It standeth high, on those rich, verdant hills ; 
Watch'd by Collina, as the dew distils, 
Kiss'd by Aurora, when the young Day's eyes, 
Look on its daisied glade, from out the skies. 

» 

' Tis a noble Mansion ! — like to beacon's light — 

' Tis seen afar, on dark and stormy night. 

Many a traveller ; weary, faint, and frail, 

As night puts on her sable, star-deck'd veil, 

Finds 'neath its roof, sweet shelter, and good cheer ; 

And soothing words — to dry the bitter tear ! 

B 



2 THE YOUNG HERO. 

And many an aged man, and woman too ; 

And many a sufFring child, whom no one knew ; 

And many a widow, with silvery hair, 

Finds there sweet comfort, and a Friend ! to care 

For all their heart-felt sorrows, doubts, and fears, 

As on they wander, through this vale of tears. 



That Friend's the Lady of the House — than whom, 
Few more generous live ! — there she doth roam, 
Like ministering angel ever bent 
On errands of Mercy ; while flowers of Lent 
Up-spring around her feet ; and seek to kiss 
Her gentle footsteps — thinking it their bliss. 



Like sentinels, tall-waving pines, and oaks, 
E'er guard the spot — clad in bright ivy cloaks : 
They look majestical, and seem to be, 
For ever talking of the distant sea, 
Whose waves, now and again, beneath their feet, 
Sing its best music, soft, lute-like, and sweet 



THE YOUNG HERO. 
Here, too, the beech, and elm, and chestnut fair, 
Sportfully play with the ambient air ; 
That, from its welkin home, like spirit free, 
Oft comes adown, to toy with waving tree : 
Or kiss the smiling leaflet's bright green face, 
Or skip the leafy glen, with fawn-like grace. 
Or roam among the flowers, and by the rills, 
Or, sated with love, sigh, when the dew fills 
The blushing lily's, soft, beautiful eye ; 
Ere Sol's golden beams, run up the blue sky. 
' Tib soul-enchanting, 'neath their out-spread boughs, 
To hear the gay birds carol forth their vows ; 
To watch the timid sea-gulls kiss the wave ; 
Then, in its snow-white foam, their light wings lave — 
While the Bow's fair lips, kiss the weeping sky ; 
That e'er loudly sighs, as the storm flies by — 
To see Day — don her robe of purple hue, 
Inlaid with purest gold ; and fring'd with blue. 
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To see Phoebus, with pencil dipt in fire, 

Paint in bright gold, each villa and church-spire, 

Then deck the ferry-boats, by Instow's shore, 

Ere they with white- wings, fly to Appledore. — 

Kenown'd in story ; for its large grey stone, 

On which King Hubba ! died, while the seas moan 

Fell loudly on his royal ears — till a form 

Of matchless beauty ! came on the wild storm, 

Like a lovely sea-nymph, from her wave-kiss'd grot : 

And bless'd his royal head ; and bless'd the spot ; 

And wiped the big tear-drops, from his pale face ; 

And sang dying vespers, with soft, sweet grace ; 

Then, her wand-like arm, waving o'er the sea, 

Bade it mourn, King Hubba, eternally ! 



' Tis sure enchanting, on this spot to dwell, 
Where pale, blue violets, scent the moss-clad dell : 
Where smiling rills, like liquid pearl, e'er flow ; 
Kissing fair Naiads, as they onward go : 



THE YOUNG HERO. 

Where grottoes calm, and alcoves sweet, invite — 
The lover and his lov'd one to alight ; 
And tell their wild romantic, love-tales o'er, 
While Cupid and Sylvanus guard the door. 



Here too, like infant on its mother's breast, 
A silver Lake ! doth sing itself to rest. 
Its wavelets, mirror, every fleecy cloud ; 
And every gem-like star, with smile so proud ; 
And every shrub, that sporteth with the winds ; 
And every tiny flower, that there entwines 
Its smiles with theirs — to grace the Lake's fair rim — 
Whose pearly heart's ne'er sad — whose eye's ne'er dim !- 
Round which, on star-lit night, when Neptune roars, 
In, swan-like, em'rald boat, with golden oars, 
Vallonia ! sails — her crown of silv'ry dew — 
Her wand a lily, and her robe light blue. 
A myriad sprite-like nymphs, rob'd in blue air ; 
Skim the Lake's rim, and scatter violets there. 
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Then, with hands flying, strike their unseen lyres, 
And dance till Aurora brings her king of fires ; 
At whose coming, Vallonia bids them hide, 
Beneath the lilies, till soft eventide. 



O, truly sweet, is Tapeley's gay parterre ; 

No Eastern bower doth more beauty wear : 

Bright flowers of every hue adorn the spot ; 

From the fair rose, to meek forget-me-not. 

Upon its walls, the richest fruit trees grow ; 

Whose fragrance scents the sylvan walks below. 

Pois'd in mid air, the Zephyrs smile to see, 
Young blossoms blush, to kiss the honey-bee ; 

Which ever seems in love, yet idles not, 

As man oft doth, beneath an ivied grot 

Here, the fair Flora ! hath a lovely cave ; 

Watched o'er by fairies, when the wild winds rave ; 

Who, when bright Phoebus ! smiles, lead her among 

The blushing flowers, till one soul-melting song, 



THE YOUNG HERO. 

They sing to her as on she queen-like roams ; 
Bless'd by a myriad hearts, a myriad homes ! 
Here, too, Pomona ! with her beauty rare ; 
Dwells in a bower, beneath the luscious pear ; 
Where Zephyrs bring her on their wings out-spread, 
The sweet-refreshing breath of blossoms red : 
Then, fan her lovely brow, with watchet wings ; 
Then, sportive wander by the lucid springs. 



Lo ! down yon daisied glade, the gentle kine, 
Flay their wild pranks, beneath the shady pine. 
Now, ramble, lowing, by yon limpid brook ; 
Now, in gay gambols, chase the noisy rook ; 
Now, smiling, drink, from yonder crystal stream ; 
Now, watch the merry plough-boy drive his team ; 
Across sweet Westleigh's deep, rich, fallow soil ; 
Where sky-larks sing, to cheer his hours of toil, 
And sea-birds wander in the viewless air, 
Hymning the last words of the sailor's prayer — 
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Who, on yon pebbly ridge, one moon-lit night, 
Wrapt in a gleaming shroud of breakers white, 
Pass'd to God's spirit-land, — there to meet — 
His widow'd mother, wife, and children sweet 



Behold ! the daring huntsman's crimson coat, 
Appears on yon green hill, beyond the moat. 
Now glides along his favourite bay steed ; 
Now leaps his pet hound, through the grassy mead ; 
Now sounds the silver horn, its well-known strains ; 
Now flies the cunning fox, through budding lanes ; 
And now appears, a truly-charming sight, 
A hundred noble huntsmen crown the height 
Led by Diana ! with loud songs of glee, 
They fly, like spirits, through the greenwood free. 
While beneath their gay steeds, in stately pride, 
The lovely Torridge ; to the sea doth glide. 
Like a beautiful bride, it leaves the green hills, 
Cheer'd, by the sweet voice, of a million bright rills. 



THE YOUNG HERO. 



Part II. 




OOK at yon noble youth, with forehead fair ; 
Bedeck'd with locks of soft, rich, flaxen 
hair; 

With laughing eyes of blue, as sweet as May ; 
Reclining gracefully, beneath yon spray ! 
There, with a merry laugh, he culls with care, 
From their bright golden moss-bed violets rare, 
And daisies — witching daisies — with meek eyes, 
And pale-faced primroses, whose faintest sighs, 
Perfume the soft, blue air of Summer eve ; 
When august Phoebus ! smiling takes his leave, 
On the purple wings of the dying day, 
To his Western home. — Now he hies away 
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As graceful as the fawn, over the sweet 
Perfume-breathing sward, to yon calm retreat : 
Where, on table of marble, richly made, 
With loving smile, and meny laugh, as fade 
The golden sun-beams on each flower and tree, 
While, in flood of purple light, hum sweetly, 
The pretty insects on their silken wings, 
And tiny gnats dance round the crystal springs, 
Before those two fair ladies seated there, 
He gently flings, his flow'rets wildly fair : 
Then, with glistening moss sprigs, and violets blue, 
Makes wreaths for them to tell his love so true. 



O Love ! O sweet, domestic Love ! ' tis thine 
To lift the soul from earth to things divine ! 
' Tis thou alone, fair Angel ! that can give 
This life a colour of that, where the soul shall live 
In the golden flood of Love Eternal! 
When this heart shall turn to dust, and vernal 
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Blooms the soul I in the sun-light of God's smile ; 
Beneath the sapphirine arch of Heaven's File. 
O that thy Heavenly wings encompass'd all 
Mankind, on this sweet, floriferous ball ! 
Then would the wide World a second Eden know ; 
Then would pure Bliss I perfume our path below ; 
Then would this Ufe be like to that above ; 
Then would the vulture nestle with the dove ; 
Then would THE BOND OF BROTHERHOOD — that flower, 
Planted by hands Divine ! breathe in each bower 
Its peaceful breath ; till knit in one sweet whole ; 
We e'er converse sweetly, from pole to pole. 



Again he roams, by yon laughing rill, where 
Blossoms float on its heaving breast, like air 
Floats on the silver heart of Summer fair. 
Now with serenetude on sunny banks 
Teeming with life, he watches the wild pranks 
Of the sweet lambkins ; whose little hearts dance 
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With vernal joy ; as the calm-loving glance 

Of his bright eyes, falls on theirs. Again he 

Culls flowers wild, whose witching grace and beauty 

Is, as rare as Flora's. — Ye city dames, 

Who know only the sparkling classic names 

Of fair Flora's sweet, but hot-house children ; 

Can, nor feel, nor guess, our deep joy — in glen 

O'erlaid with golden moss — begemm'd with bright 

Smiling flowers of every dye — cinctured night 

And day by silver rivulets, like some 

Spirit host, who, ever and anon, come 

To fill our souls with glee ; as through the wood 

We roam, light of heart, and of merry mood. 

Oh ! there is as great, as rich a beauty 

In God's flowers, that wild up-spring 'neath tree 

Out-spreading, or beside the limpid rill, 

Or on the ever-smiling heath-clad hill, 

Or deep adown in lovely, sylvan glen, 
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Known, yes, and lov'd, by nature-loving men, 
As in God's graceful flowers ; that, or smile 
'Neath your conservatory's crystal pile, 
Or, in your parterres, sigh, with perfum'd breath, 
To kiss your snow-white brows in life and death. 



Now he makes a wreath, smiling with gold moss, 
And violets blue and white. Now bounds across 
The velvet lawn, to yonder stately pile : 
Gently he opes the door, with wonted smile ; 
Through marble hall, with steps as light as air, 
And cheeks as ruddy as the red-rose fair, 
He enters, full of the merriest glee, 
His mother's fav'rite room, and on her knee 
Flings his love-wreath, and smileth lovingly. 



Days there are, whose sweet mem'ries we lay up 
In the casket of our souls ; when the cup 
Of Sorrow has been drank by us at their 
Dawning, or when the dusky wing of Care 
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Hath swept blightingly across our hearts, till 
We eagerly long to fly o'er the hill 
Of life, on the feathery pinions of some 
Angelic sprite ; far away from the hum 
Of the busy world — that nor feels, nor knows, 
The deep solicitude we feel, — to those 
Blest bowers, the soul's dwelling place on high. 
Days there are, too, in our lives, when we sigh, 
Not from sorrow, or pain, or because we 
Lose a dearly-cherish'd friend ; but from glee ! 
The heart can be surcharged with smiling Joy, 
Or with dull-eyed Grief : — when 'tis so— the boy — 
The bright-eyed man — the lovely nymph-like maid- 
The widow, whose hair vies with the snowy glade 
For whiteness— relieve their o'er-charged souls, by 
Gently sighing forth, or joy, or grief. Nigh 
Every soul such evergreen mem'ries dwell, 
And sprite-like throw around our lives a spell 
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This was one of these pleasant days of Earth. 
There, with wonted glee, stands the heir by birth 
Of Tapeley and her teeming vernal hills. 
He, who by those e'er-limpid, peaxly rills, 
Oft roams amid the carol of sweet birds ; 
With love-lit eyes, breathing kind, cheering words 
To God's aged poor ! — whom he loves to greet, 
And clothe, and feed, beneath his calm retreat. 

Yes ! there, many a poor child of Want hath found 
The smiling shilling, and the golden pound ; 
And words of comfort, full of Scripture sound, 
And clothing warm his shiv'ring limbs t'impound. 

To-day The Young Hero o'er hill and dale, 
Roams to find, old age, on which, wan and pale, 
Misery sits with her cold, fiendish air ; 
Blighting God's image, once, so wondrous fair ! 

See ! yon ivied cottage — anent the hill 
Of waving oaks and yellow furze — there, still 
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As death, sits one — the soft beauty of whose 

Pallid lips, once vied with the blushing rose 

For ruby splendour ; one, o'er whose pale brow 

Fell gracefully, soft, rich, jetty locks, now 

Changed to silvery whiteness ; one, whose eye 

Sent forth rays of loving light, like the sky 

Doth on a May day sweet ; one, whose faint heart knew 

The sweets of love ! young love ! first love ! as flew 

The hours of youth along the hawthorn glade, 

Where she, when sweet Instow's beauteous maid, 

Oft roam'd, like spirit from another sphere, 

Nor knew the heavy weight of Sorrow's tear ; 

Nor aught of chilly sadness, doubt, or fear, 

Lo ! The Young Hero enters ; by, that now 

Aged soul, he sits, and gently tells how 

The Friend ! of friends, once felt as she doth now, 

The weight of sorrow on His holy brow ; 

And how He lived, and how He died to save 
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The Soul immortal J from the chill, black wave 

Of Death's "wild flood — that hourly unseen sweeps 

Across- our daily path ; when calmly sleeps 

The Angel Life ! or when she waking weeps — 

Then takes a Scripture gem ! from its casket rare ! 

And gives it to the lonely widow there : 

That its bright rays might cheer her dreary path, 

Like glitt'ring lamp, and show the way from wrath, 

And lead the Soul ! to God's own deathless Bower ! 

Where it shall live for aye ; a beauteous flower ; 

And know, and feel, sweet, beatific joy ; 

When, from its cage of clay, without alloy, 

It soars on golden spirit-wings above, 

This home of Woe : — to that of Holy Love I 



Her present want ! he now, with joy, relieves — 

Which fills her eyes with tears — that 'neath grey eaves — 

Speak her feeble, yet, soul-felt thanks to him ; 

And pray, that blessings might, when his grow dim, 

C 
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Rest on them, like the sun-beams on the flowers, 
To cheer his pathway to the heavenly bowers. 



Thus, day by day, our Hero spends his time — 
Believing Want ! and telling of the clime 
Where God for ever dwelleth with the soul ! 
While round its hallowed Home — the music roll 
Of angelic voices ; e'er seek to sate 
Its life with bliss ; as through the Golden Gate 
Of Heaven ! it hourly flies to meditate 
Upon its beauties — and there — to enjoy — 
The smile of God I — the bliss without alloy I 
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Part III. 




)HAT sight — amid the millions that up- 
spring 
Around our daily path, like stars, that 
wing 
Their witching, cheering beams of silver-light, 
From their blue home, to this sweet Earth ! at night : 
Or like the rainbow hues, on the calm breast 
Of the weeping sky ; as the storm seeks rest, 
'Neath Sol's smiling rays, in the purple West : 
Or like the opal tints on cheek of flower 
Wayside up- springing; or slumb'ring 'neath tower, 
Grey with venerable age, in parterre 
Gay, where Flora dwells 'mid her beauties fair — 
Is more cheering to man's soul than that in 

c 2 
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Which his children e'er plan — mid city's din, 

Or in the calm serenitude of glen 

Leafy and sweet — their innocent schemes, when 

The long, thin shadows fall upon Earth's breast, 

To cheer their Mother's throbbing heart ; and rest 

It on their artless glee; as they, or speak, — 

With earnest, love-lit eyes up-glancing meek, — 

Their fairy tales to her attentive ear, 

Or sing their sweetest songs to dry her tear 

Of sorrow, on its viewless wings of fear ? 



Methinks, no sight on Earth can ever give, 
A sweeter image — while below we live — 
Of Heaven's Bliss I than that is given, by 
A loving family circle, o'er which, like a sky 
Cloudless and calm, reigns serene, the happy 
Angel Love ! whose holy eyes beam with glee ! 
Innocent, holy glee ! whose soft, sweet smile ; 
Lights-up the inmost chambers of the soul's grand pile ! 
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Dearer, dearer to my heart, is such a sight, 
Than the gayest pageantry on which light 
Of yon bright sun, or smile of star, e'er felL 
Oh ! who can tell a mother's joy, in yon dell, 
Or mid the busy hum of city-life, 
When dark Care, and Sorrow, and bitter Strife, 
Come link'd together to crush her kind heart ; 
As they cause those she fondly loves to part, 
From the hearth of her dearly cherish'd home — 
When her bright-eyed, rosy-cheek'd children come, 
And kiss the pearl-tear from her snowy cheeks, 
That ever, gently, eloquently speaks 
To a child's soft heart, or to a man's proud soul, 
Then sweetly nestling around her — their goal 
Of all true earthly happiness — e'er try 
To soothe her poor, loudly-throbbing heart, by 
Whispering words of joy — kind, loving words ; 
That, like to sweet, unseen spirit birds, 
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Sing songs of heav'nly sweetness in her ears ; 
While their bright eyes up-glancing dry her tears ? 



Thus, many a son hath cheer'd a widow'd 
Mother's heart, as she silently sorrow' d 
For the loss of her dearest earthly friend. 
Children are God's visible angels ! that wend 
With us Life's opal path, until we meet, 
A spirit-band around our Life-giver's feet. 
Children are the sweetest, loveliest flowers 
That God hath sent to bloom in the soul-bowers 
Of Life : to cheer the sadness of its hours. 
ye lovely flowers ! ye children sweet ! 
Your happy days, in calm, sylvan retreat, 
Are reflections angelic ; of the bliss 
Of the Elysian Plains ! far beyond this 
Beautiful, but fading Earth !— th;ere I ween — 
The Soul shall joy as here : but more serene, 
More holy, and more pure, than on this grass-sward green ! 
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Such Earthly Angel ! such lovely flower ! 
Cheering his mother's heart in shady bower, 
Our Hero ever was ; and Tapeley now 
Bears witness, that he e'er fulfilTd his vow 
To be to her, a faithful, loving son ; 
Until his life and duty here were done. 



Look at yon study : in that oaken chair : 
A mother sits, and calmly readeth there, — 
With him she loves ; yes, loves ; and oh ! how well — 
God ! and her own sweet soul I alone can tell. 
The Book ! of books she dearly loves to read : 
'Tis the rich food on which her soul doth feed. 
Her soldier-son delights to read it too : 
At early dawn, beneath o'erhanging blue. 
List ! now he reads, for the last time to her, 
That holy Scripture ! whose sweet breath, like myrrh, 
Perfumes the spirit's pathway back to God ; 
As on it journeys o'er this flow'ry sod ! 
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" I HAVE FOUGHT A GOOD FIGHT, I HAVE KEPT THE 
FAITH." 

He pauses, looks in her lov'd face, and saith : 

" 'Tis strange ! that I should thus have read to you 

These blessed words ; — from pages ever new ; 

Ere I forth to the battle-ground shall go, 

With unstain'd sword — my dear old country's foe 

To punish — yes — 'tis strange ! " but on he reads : 

" Hence there's laid up for me a Crown," " that's 

in meads 
Of never-dying beauty, mother dear ; " 
"A Crown of Glory ; " he stops — in his eye — a tear 
Of holy joy, gleams, like a silver star, 
On the blue robe of Eve o'er hills afar ; 
And seems, as he up-lifts his eyes, to say : 
" Jffay it be mine — to wear that Crown ! one day." 

The Mother and her Soldier-son now pray — 
But, parting tears tell God — what they would say I 
An hour thus flies — while angels keep the ground — 
They rise — a calm serene rests on their hearts — sound 
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Of Us charger's voice falls loudly on his ear — 
She weeps upon his breast her last fond tear ! 
Lock'd in each other's arms, they stand awhile, 
The farewell kiss he gives — and leaves the pile. 
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Part IV. 




TIME ! majestic Time ! — how quickly thou 
Dost cause all the gay things of Earth to 
bow 

Before thy sway ! how quick through the dark caves 
Of Earth, thou dost lead, like to gentle slaves, 
Man and his Fancy's children ! they e'er bow, — 
As flowers do when the dew falls on their brow, — 
To thy august behest submissively ; 
Nor dare to lift their languid eyes to see 
The pathway to their Father's house ; for should 
But a soft faint sigh escape their souls that would 
Speak their sorrow in His ear — then grim Death ! 
Thy old companion ; gently steals their breath ; 
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By placing on their loudly-throbbing hearts, 
His chilly fingers — like to icy darts — 
Which ever quickly, soul from body parts. 
Sometimes thou dost come to us in twilight, 
'Neath festive hall— or cot with ivy dight ; 
Singing such merry-hearted songs of joy — 
That we nor feel, nor know, aught of alloy ; 
Nor how thou glidest by with those sweet hours ; 
Nor how thy lightning wings do blight our flowers- 
Dear to our hearts as their own pulses are ! — 
Alas ! O Time ! — how much there is to mar 
The bliss of our earthly Edens in all 
Thy movements ! — how much there is, when thy call 
Is heard aright, to fill our lives with bliss ; 
As we, to yon sweet Bower ! hourly fly from this ! 
There, all is Love, and Best, and Bliss, on a shore 
Where th' immaculate waves o< life roll o'er, 
The golden sands of heaven for evermore ! 
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Dove ! had I thy light wings — I'd fly me 
O'er Time's air-built walls to Eternity ; 
And rest me at my loving Father's feet ; 
And bask me in His smile ; as flower sweet ; 
Basks in the glitt'ring sun-beam's pleasant smile, 
Beside the alcove of yon Gothic pile — 
And sometimes thou dost come with War's alarms — 
Crying with awful voice : "to Arms ! to Arms ! " 
Bidding dear England's sons of toil arise ; 
And cleave the viewless air of sapphire skies ; 
With loud shouts of glorious Victory ! 
Death to our cruel foes ! Long live the free ! 



That I prefer to this — but this — if need 
There be to defend Right ! for that, I'd bleed. 
I nor love the sad cry, nor thought of War : — 
Yet ; round dear Albion's hills, and on her shore, 
I'd ever be prepar'd to meet a foe; 
Ay, and if need there be, to lay him low. 
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For thus, methinks, 'tis the best way to keep 

Our homes and altars, while our lov'd ones sleep. 

'Tis thus, that heavenly flower Peace 1 will grow 

In all our vales, when the foul breath of foe, 

Is scared away by Bands of Volunteers : 

Who love to drive away the widow's fears ; 

And shed their heart's best blood, to shield from harm 

Yon lovely maiden ! Heaven's earthly charm ! 



Our Soldiers are our glory and our boast ; 

In every land ! on every coast ! 

For they — thank God ! ARE men — warm-hearted MEN ! 

Not blood-thirsty ruffians from some hellish glen. 

They love their God — their Queen — and Country too I 

And on our shores, e'er kiss'd by waves of blue, 

Or far away, o'er Ocean's heaving breast, 

Where our Havelocks lie, in calm, holy rest ! 

They'd gladly die ; their Country's sacred Name I 

To save, from foul Detraction's cursed flame. 
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Let any foe, dare to asperse our Flag! 
A hundred millions 1 quickly rise to drag 
His heart to punishment Our Sailors, too — 
Soldiers of the Sea ! — Pride of the waters blue ! 
Axe ever ready to unite with them- 
To save the Fair ! — or flood of evil stem ! 



England ! my Country ! be it thy first care 
To thank thy God ! in holy, soul-felt prayer ; 
For giving thee such noble-hearted men ! 
To guard each hill — each smiling primrose glen— 
That sweetly gems thy own beloved breast ! 
Where thy daughters fair ; like sweet lilies rest ; 
And ever sweetly sing their cheering song 
To glad our souls, when the shadows long 
And gaunt, sit adown at our weary side, 
Around our much-lov'd hearths at eventide. 



Thus, brave Clevland ! Devonia's son ! I ween, 
E'er lov'd his God, his Country, and his Queen ! 
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To prove his love — to Alma's heights afar — 
He goes with sword as stainless as a star. 



A few anxious days fly by with lightning speed : 
The ship he boards, with his favourite steed : 
The winds blow fair : our Hero sails away : 
And, with his Regiment brave ! ere many a day, 
Lands, on Crimea's wave-wash'd, rocky coast ; 
There, to fight the cold, heartless Russian host. 



The night is still : they calmly sleep away 
The hours of rest, until the break of day. 

The town is restless all the live-long night. 
The waters glide along, like silver bright, 
Tet, seem to sigh, as if they know, that they 
Will lose their silver-whiteness, ere the day 
That next shall dawn upon their mountain bed, 
Has, to its Western palace softly fled. 
Alas ! alas ! must it be so fair stream ? 
Or is this but some fantasy, some dream ? 
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Ah, me ! the Morn alone can dare to tell ; 
And yet, methinks, ere that day's vesper bell, 
Shall sound from yon tower its wonted peal, 
Thy silver-breast will be blood-red ; and steal, 
like conscious spirit, to the deep blue sea, 
Where thou wilt moan, and whine, eternally. 



The hour is come the Alma's heights to scale : 
The word is given : they cannot, dare not fail : 
The cannons roar with their loud, awful voice ; 
Until around Devonia's Flower choice ! 
The murderous, death-wing'd shells, fall thick and fast, 
Unmov'd ! he sees their glaring forms fly past 
The rank and file of our brave-hearted men ; 
Who now thickly bedeck, that blood-stain'd glen, 
Where the Russians lie, like wolves, in a den. 
'Tis an awful moment — 'tis a fearful sight— 
The sad stricken air is awfully dight, 
With the flaming wrath, from Bellona's heart, 
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Which, aye and anon, shoots across like a dart, 
The blue breast of heaven — till it seems to be — 
A sea of lurid fire, gleaming brilliantly. 



Hark ! — 'tis the loud-strains of the War-trump's voice, 
Bidding our men before Death to rejoice ; 
Cheering their march over that field of blood, 
Whose every wave looks a ghost from the flood, 
That hurries along with its moaning dread 
To old Ocean's heart — the home of the dead. — 
Where many a blood-stain'd wave in its unrest, 
Hath thrown its white spectre hands to Heaven's breast 
To ask for pardon from that throne so blest ! 
For deeds ; dread deeds ; of which it bears the stain ; 
And of whose blood it drank on Alma's plain. 



Hark ! hark ! — in louder, and yet, louder strains — 
Its thrilling War-notes fly swift o'er the plains : 
Whose ev'ry leaf trembles with great affright, 
And sighs for the stillness of starry night. 
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See! — they fight — they fight — with battle -blades 
high- 
Oil ! on ye brave hearts ! — to conquer or die — 
Victoria ! thinks of you — she doth pray 
That your brave Arms I may wear Victory's spray ; 

Ere Great Sol ! shall sleep in his Western home, 
Though ye find on those heights your own cold tomb. 
Then On ! yes, on ! — fear ye not the dread sight ! 
Your brav'ry shall put the Eussians to flight ; 
And leave ye the victors ere it is night ; 
Of the Alma's heights ; and her ramparts too ; 
E'er kiss'd by the lips of her wavelets blue. — 
On ! on ye daring souls ! — the flames rise high 
From the Cannon's mouth to the stricken sky : 
The black clouds of smoke — War's transient shroud — 
Are breasting the heavens with their forms so proud : 
They await, on their viewless wings of air, 
Victory's loud cry — the brave soldier's prayer — 
Ere they vanish along their welkin path 



l 
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To their unseen home — that never knows wrath ! — 

Onward ! still, onward ! ye hrave, noble men ! 

Fear not the red flood that flows through yon glen ! 

Ford its deepest depths — though ye die — 'twill be — 

The pathway to a glorious victory ! 

See ! See ! how daringly they each one fight ! 

The Young Hero smiles ! like a bright ray of light — 

To cheer on his men as they ride to death, 

To win in that, with their expiring breath, 

The Conqueror's Laurels — the Victor's Wreath ! 



God ! preserve Clevland ! — 'tis his first fight — 
And make him victorious ere 'tis night ; 
And in the mellow Eve, where poplars wave, 
Let him as Victor ! with his comrades brave ! 
In calm serenitude, take blessed rest, 
Bellona watching by his heaving breast ! 



Lo ! the fight deepens — the fearful m6tee 
Hath now reach'd its height. — List ! to the death neigh 

D* 
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Of the dying War-horse by yonder stream : 
Whose, once silver breast, glides along like a dream 
To Alma's deep heart, where its blood-red wave 
Will e'er moaningly make the warrior's grave ; 
And sing him a vesper-song, dirge-like, but swe£t ; 
As its foamy hands wrap up, his death-clad feet. 



See ! beneath yon spray, on the grassy mead, 
A Russian lies adown by his dying steed : 
Lies adown to die — he's of great renown — 
On his head once glisten'd a rich noble's crown : 
He takes from his breast with heroic pride, 
The portrait of her — his affianced bride — 
With his bleeding lips, again and again, 
He kisses the portrait, untill the pain 
Of his death-wound is soothed ; — now to his heart 
He presses the fair form — nis lips now part — 
His full, black, languid eye — he skyward turns — 
Within his dying heart — young Love ! still burns i 
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Like the last glitt'ring star on Night's blue breast, 
Faintly flying to its home in the West. — 
List ! — he prays — he prays for his lady-love 
With his last breath—" O God ! save my lone dove 
In her home far away : Oh ! keep her as Thine ; 
For she is my soul's sweet angel divine ! 
Let no rude hand touch her life — Oh may I 
Meet her with the Blest ! in Thy home on high — ■ 
May we meet in the blissful bowers above, 
Where, like the angels, we'll e'er dwell in love. 
Keep her — O God ! 'neath the shade of thy wing. 
Oh ! let fair spirits stand by her and sing ; 
'Twill comfort her soul loud-weeping for me, 
Bleeding, yea, dying, 'neath this waving tree : — 
Oh ! would her dear hands could some water give : 
It would heal my death- wound — my soul would live. 
Spent is my flask — Oh ! for some water now ; 
To still the death-pains of my heart — my brow. 
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I faint — I die — lo ! I see her hard by — 
Oh ! let her now go, with me to the sky. 



A poor English soldier, wounded and faint, 
Lying anear him — hears his sad sweet plaint ; 
And creeps to yon clear stream anent the hills, 
Where the Russian's spent-flask he quickly fills : 
Then, back creeps to the Russian, just in time 
To give him a draught ere the soft vesper's chime, 
Falls on his ears, from the deep vale below, 
Once clad in beauty ; now covered with woe. 
The English soldier, raises him up — gives 
Him the much-wished-for draught until he lives ! 
Ah, me ! — 'tis but to smile his thanks, and go, 
The way of all flesh — to the grave below. 



But there, 'neath the brushwood, a private I ween, 
Belonging to our own beloved Queen ! 
Lies wounded and dead ; with hands on his breast ; 
While breathing a prayer — his brave soul went to rest. 
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Behold ! with fiendish yell — with hellish pride — 
The Russians with bayonets near him glide ; 
And there — transfix him : again and again : 
Though they know he is dead to ev'ry pain. 



O cowardly ruffians ! fiends of hell ! 
Long, long ere to-morrow's vesperine bell, 
Shall sound from yon convent, anent the hill, — 
Where, silently roams beside its sweet rill ; 
The sad cowlfed Monk, grey-headed and lone ; 
List'ning to the roar of the wild sea's moan ; 
Counting his beads as he mutters his prayer ; 
Underneath the dull trees now weeping there, — 
Ye shall know the pain of dying I ken ; 
As avenging God ! hurls ye down yon glen ; 
Where the War-bird'll eat your merciless heart ; 
As it alights from the sky, like a death-wing'd dart. 



O Mercy ! Sweet Mercy ! where hast thou fled ? 
Art thou gone to the regions of the dead ? 
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Hast thou spught with old Death ! grim Death ! to wed ? 

Oh ! — where — where art thou gone, fair A.ngel ? — where ? 

Shall I never more see thy face so fair ! 

Smiling on man — though a Russian he be — 

Bleeding and dying, 'neath yonder fir tree ? 

Shall I never more see thy white wings spread, 

O'er the war-field of the dying and dead ? 

Wilt thou never rest thee on Russian soil : 

Where man — poor man — like a slave — doth toil ; 

Mid the Eternal snows of ages I ween ; 

While the fir tree weeps ; o'er the cheerless scene ? 

Wilt thou never dwell in the Cossack's breast, 

Which ever heaves, like a wave in unrest, 

As he moves along his wild mountain home, 

Where many a brave heart hath found its cold tomb, 

By his blood-stain'd hands — his pitiless eyes 

That now, nor know thee : nor thy home — the skies 

Where thou dost live — a white flower that never dies ? 
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Oh ! methinks thou didst once, seek to win them 
To thee : when thou didst go, like to a gem, 
Sparkling with beauty— -rich — matchless — I wis, 
To teach them thy own sweet lessons of bliss, 
With Howard ! Immortal Howard ! who e'er 
Lent his ear and his heart to a Russian's prayer ! 
Who, fearless of death from wild Cossack hands, 
Walk'd over their snow-clad, uncultur'd lands, 
Like angelic form from the deathless skies : 
Thy bright smile speaking in his love-lit eyes ! 



Oh ! haste thee again, fair angel ! to dwell 
In wild Cossack hearts, in mountain and delL 
Touch their callous souls, with thy milk-white wing, 
Till Russian and Cossack, thy own song sing ! 
O Heav'nly Dove ! seek there a place for thy feet ; 
And bring them, like lambs, to the Saviour meek. 
Let their hearts be thy shrine, O Sprite Divine ! 
Till they dwell 'neath the broad boughs of the Heav'nly 

Vine! 
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The day is o'er : dark cloud-like shadows fall 
O'er the battle-field, like a funeral palL 
Lo ! flames still arise from the mould'ring pile, 
Like bright gleaming spirits, watching awhile 
The upward glances of the death-kiss'd eyes, 
Now turn'd imploringly, to the sad skies : 
Where, now and again, their dying prayer flies. 
From each tow'ring hill, where the wild winds rave ; 
From each woody glen, with its fairy cave ; 
From each sylvan nook, where the War-sprites lie ; 
From each shady bower, where the sun-beams die ; 
From the shade of each shrub and moaning tree ; 
From the heart of each stream that seeks the sea ; 
From each quiv'ring blade of blood- wash' d grass ; 
That sighs ; as it looks to the mountain pass ; 
I hear the groans of the dying up-rise, 
In plaintive murmurs, to the weeping skies. 
From friends and from foes, alike they swift fly, 
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On their death-wings, bearing, the blood-red die. 

The reeking sword, like a ghost, gleams afar ; 

As on its red-heart falls the light of yon star. 

Chargers are neighing, by their riders' breast, 

Who, through yon spent-ball, have enter'd their rest. 

The powerless cannon sleeps by its car ; 

While the broken lance smiles like a diamond spar, 

On the soldier's breast, who bore it with pride, 

Above the wild waves of proud Alma's tide. 



The day is o'er : on dear Albion's white hills : 
In every glen by her bright pearly rills : 
In ev'ry home, from ev'ry heart doth fly 
One, pure, solemn prayer, to our God on high ; 
For our lov'd ones who shed their heart's best blood ; 
For Victoria the Great and Good, like a flood ! 



The day is o'er : Oh ! is the battle won 1 
Hast Thou heard our prayer for the widow's son ? 
Is brave Clevland safe ? — Hast Thou heard our cry ? 
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Do the Russian host lie adown to die ? 

Hark ! — hark ! — they come : — they come : — our Clev- 

land comes ! 
Sing ye songs of praise — beat ye loud the drums ! 
Behold ! — they come : — they come : the Battle's won ! 
Thou'st heard the widow's prayer for her only son ! 
Our Clevland is safe! — Thou hast heard our cry ! — 
The fiendish Russians lie adown to die. 

Lo ! England's dauntless sons ! with Frenchmen true ! 
Ere they seek sweet rest : through the ether blue : 
Send aloft their deep, soul-felt, prayers to Thee ; 
From each mossy nook — 'neath each poplar tree ; 
For sparing their lives through this fearful fray ; 
And crowing their arms, with Victory's bay. 



England ! my country ! — Arise ! — Arise ! 
And let this Victory ! — ere the day dies — 
Like a glorious Paean ; cleave the blue-air'd skies I 
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Part V. 




llME ! never-resting Time ! flies swiftly o'er 
Bis viewless path ; to the eternal shore 
Of the undying spirit-bowers of light : 

Where — wedding august Eternity ! — dight 

With spotless Purity's sweet robe of white — 

He lives a life of angelic gladness ! 

In the Golden Land — that ne'er knows sadness ! 

He flies : with the speed of the lightning's flash ; 

And bears on his unseen wings with a dash ; 

Heroic Clevland ! to new scenes and things — 

To snow-clad mountains, and to bubbling springs. 
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To deep ravines, where smiling flowers e'er bloom 
To cheer the slave-led peasant to his tomb. 
To towns — for want of Commerce — dreary — sad — 
Whose ev'ry eye's soulless — instead of glad. 
Where barbarous acts, unblushing, walk by day : 
Where — Architecture — sleeps in foul decay — 
Where ivies twine their snake-like arms around, 
The sacred Temple on the rising ground. 
Where Nature's beauty hides itself in dust, 
Wept o'er by Time in his dark robe of rust. 
Where — Gothic ornament — graced church and cave ; 
Eound which, in ghost-like murmurs, ever rave 
The loud gusty wind ; and the restless wave. 
Where fair Beauty ! slumbers in sad sweet eyes ; 
Like a lovely angel ! lost to the skies ; 
And chained to Earth by the brutish gyves, 
Forg'd by cruel man, in his fiendish hives. 
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O Beauty ! — thy rich, gem-like gleaming eyes ; 
Are mirrors angelic ; sent from the skies 
To give us reflections of thy blest home ! 
Where in all thy perfections thou dost roam 
On angelic wings of a feathery gold ! 
Where thy majestic form never grows old ! 
Nor feels the chill breath of the winds so cold ! 
Nor aught of the blighting sadness of earth ; 
Nor aught, but the joy of thy Heav'nly birth : 
There — there — thou canst boast of thy fadeless bloom ; 
In the Eternal bowers beyond the tomb : 
In the living fields of undying green : 
Where thou robest the Spirit ever sheen i 
Where, like the lovliest flower God e'er made, 
Thou livest for aye ; in the deathless glade ; 
Of the soul's golden-land ! — far — far above 
This sweet fading earth — in God's home of love ! 
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O Beauty ! lovely, angelic Beauty ! 
Oft have I seen thy graceful form 'neath tree 
Up-lifting its out-spread boughs to heaven's eye ; 
As the gentle zephyrs in unrest flew by, 
Link'd to the cold, unfeeling, fox-like Brute — 
Like a lovely slave ! chain'd to marble mute. 
In thy Heav'nly Purity, O fair child ! 
God sent thee to cheer man o'er life's bleak wild, 
To make his sad heart leap with wild delight ; 
As thy sweet, gem-like smiles, e'er seek to dight 
His spirit's lone pathway, back to God's light. 
But, I've often seen thee, in a gem-like maiden ! 
With bright eyes, and auburn ringlets laden ; 
With round, beautiful arms, as soft as silk ; 
With an ivory breast, as white as milk ; 
Swan-like in bearing ; as she mov'd along, 
Whose silver voice melted the heart with song ; 
A Gem of rare beauty ! — God's Angel of earth ! 
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Whose angelic smile ; prov'd its heav'nly birth — 
Link'd to the blackest wretch that ever trod 
This daisy-clad earth — the soul's pathway to God 1 
And I have seen lands — rich — beautiful lands ; 
Held by the most brutal of earthly bands. 
Sweet flowery spots ; with scenery grand — 
Yet, this Eden-like spot — my native land ! 
I would never exchange for all their worth ; 
For there's no land so dear as the land of my birth I 



Thus, see Balaclava ! — Crimea's pride ! 

With beauty adorn' d like a lovely bride ; 

Her majestic cliffs tower to the bright sky : 

While, 'neath her fair feet ; deep blue waters lie ; 

And reflect in their ripple — sylvan heights ; 

And white-wing* d vessels like watery sprites ; 

And mirror ev'ry cloud that floateth by 

Fleecy and white, the blue breast of the sky. 

But, alas ! she is doom'd like a fair slave ; 
E 
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To spend all her beauty in mountain cave, 
On a cruel, heartless host — who nor care, 
Nor feel, the worth of her beauty so rare. 



Oh ! — alas ! alas ! wild, beautiful spot ! 
Thy loveliness decking thy wave-kiss'd grot — 
Thy mountain side — thy hill — thy woody glade- 



Thy cliffs o'er-hanging the blue wave — must fad 
Must die — and robe itself with dust, and be — 
A monument of Russian barbarity. 



Yes : thy loveliness so richly grand ! — must 
Fade — must die — and sleep in the arms of dust ; 
As 'punishment to thy 'pitiless Lord : 
And hither the glittering, reeking sword ; 
Of brave England and France ! hath come to-day ; 
And there, on the breast of thy splendid bay, 
Right proudly float their well- wrought ships-of-war ; 
'Neath old England's Flag ! — Freedom's brightest star ! 
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See ! England's noblest sons now crown those hills, 
And cheerfully camp beside their bright rills. 
Some stroll through ravines, thick-wooded and deep : 
Some on the green hillocks, lie down to sleep : 
Some light the camp-fires, till their blazes bright ; 
Illume the blue robe of the star-lit night : 
Some tell fairy tales of the deep blue sea : 
Till, each brave soldier's eye beameth with glee ; 
At the wonderful things by Neptune done ; 
Of thousands he kills — of battles he won 
By his war-like host, who live in deep caves, 
Watch'd o'er by fair nymphs — the sprites of the waves. 
And some tell of foyme ! — dear home ! — far away ; — 
And of those lov'd ONES ! — who made their hearts gay ; 
When at home in old England's leafy vales ; 
Where a maying they've gone and told their love-tales ; 
And stolen a kiss — from the lips they love ; — 
The lips of DEAR ones ! — now living above. 



E a 
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Lo ! the fair trembling stars look sadly sweet ; 
Peering adown from their watchet retreat : 
On the languid moments fluttering by : 
On soft, viewless wings ; to their home on high : 
While the sweet, conscious streamlet ; skyward turns 
Its silvery eye to each star that burns 
Like a beautiful lamp ; — so chaste, so white ; 
On the sapphire breast of the gentle Night ; 
And mirrors its look, and its form so fair ; 
As if its bright eye ; and not the blue air : 
Should be the casket of such a sweet gem ; 
Lov'd by each streamlet ; and each leafy stem ; 
And the meek eye of each night-blowing flower ; 
And the green breast of each ivy-clad tower ; 
And the lovely cheek of each slumb'ring rose ; 
And the throbbing heart of each maid that knows 
The sweets of Love's stream ! which through her soul 

flows; 
Yet, is ne'er more happy than when the stars 
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Shine above her fair head ; like diamond spars ; 

And gently kiss her with their silver-beams ; 

As they seek their lov'd mirror — the heart of the streams. 



Lo ! how lambent those streams now seek the sea ! 
How witching they look at each waving tree ! 
How calmly serene they now glide along ! 
How plaintiff their voice with its mountain song ! 
How sweetly they smile as our men pass by ! 
How stirring the echo of their last sigh ! 
They seem to know, that their bright, lucid breast ; 
Will lose its whiteness ere next moon shall rest 
With wonted splendour, on their gleaming head ; 
Where Cossack, so oft in terror, hath fled. 
Oh ! alas ! alas ! ye fair gentle streams ! 
Must this be so ? or are these, but, wild dreams ? 
Shall your lovely breasts ; so limpid, so white ; 
Be changed, ere great Phoebus ! taketh his flight, 
From snowy- whiteness to the ruby's glow, 
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As onward ye glide nor rapid, nor slow, 

To old Neptune's palace so blue, so deep ; 

Where, alas ! many a blood-stain'd stream doth weep, 

And in unrest doth its punishment reap ? — 



List ! — 'tis the voice of a vet'ran I ken : 
Echoing through yonder deep, leafy glen. 
List ! list to his cry ! — how war-like it is ! 
He is a brave-hearted soldier I wis. 



" Hurry on ! hurry on ye hours of night ! — 
Fly ye swift o'er these snow-clad hills so white ! 
Let Bellona ! come, on Sol's brightest rays ; 
We long to see her — to sing her our lays. 
These hills with beauty are clad for her feet ; 
Sure, few spots could be found so rich, so meet ; 
On which, Bellona ! can her brave sons guide 
As the victors of war, ere eventide 
With its calm serene smile lies down to sleep, 
On these woody heights, above the blue deep. 
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Hurry on ! fly fast ye sweet hours ! and send 
On great Phoebus' smile ; — Bellona 1 our friend : 
At the sound of her voice, like sprites, we'll fly ; 
And Victory ! shout ere the day shall die." 



The Night flies quickly o'er hill and through dale : 
While the silver moon looks aghast and pale ; — 
Like a ghost, affrighted at some horrid thing, 
Done by the death-touch of its blighting wing, — 
As each dark rolling cloud flieth quick by 
Her snowy brow ; as she walks the blue sky ; — 
That, aye and anon, heaves a deep-drawn sigh ; 
As the soul doth when the black-eyes of Death, 
Peer those of the body, and steal its breath. 



The Night flies fast : and reveals the bright sky 
With its wonted smile — its joy-lit eye — 
Looking adown the wooded heights, where Day 
Loveth to walk ere he bathes in the bay. 
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Alas! that eyes so beautiful should weep, 
O'er horrid deeds done, on hillock and steep. 
Yet, methinks, 'twill be so — ere the flowers close — 
Ere the dying sun-beams, bless the young rose. 

Yes : they'll weep, — to see ev'ry grassy blade — 
Whose graceful form is so tenderly made— 
Ere on its green heart the gold sun-rays fade ; 
Bedeck'd with blood — the warm, rich crimson blood — 
Pour'd out of brave hearts — God's urns ! — like a flood — 
To vindicate Right ! — whose Cause ever should 
Elicit from all of every mood, 
The approving smile — and the heart and life ! 
If need there be, to defend it from strife. 

Sweet Night ! hath fled : — up the bright Eastern sky ; 
Day walks with his own wonted majesty ! 
And Sol looks adown on each line of men, 
With his bright golden smile ; till ev'ry glen 
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Hath a smiling face ; with rich beauty (light ; 

Unconscious that it will now see a fight, 

Which shall burn, in the annals of war, a light, 

Whose brilliancy never, never shall die, 

While Man wields the sword ; 'neath the azure sky ! 



Come, ye brave men! — by the light of this day 
We'll ride through yon vale, up the hills, away, 
Far away, beside of the bubbling rills ; 
Anent, the waving woods, and the wild hills. — 
Yes : there, by those streamlets and woods so gay ; 
We'll sing great Bellona ! a battle lay ; 
And pray her blessing, on us, through the day. 



See ! see ! dauntless Nolan ! with lightning speed 
Eides o'er yon hill on his favourite steed. — 
Back, in breathless haste, to Baglan he comes — 
" On ev'ry height sound the enemy's drums." 
Now his eye is all fire — his heart seems still — 
Baglan rides forth to the brow of the hill — 
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Descries by bis glass our enemies fill 

Balaclava's vale, and her bills afar, 

Now, flashes the light of his eye, like a star. 

The order his given : — how wise we can't say : 
The wisdom or error rests with his clay : — 
Away they go : in splendid still they ride : 
Lo ! their glist'ning lances smile at their side ; 
As each man rides to death with heroic pride ! 
Through a murderous fire of shot and shell ; 
From the tow'ring hills that ring with the yell 
Of fiendish Cossacks ; — while, now and again ; — 
Flash the ArtilTry, o'er hillock and plain. 

The Seventeenth ! lead the way through the vale :- 
The Russians look on them death-grim and pale : 
But, — The Seventeenth Lancers ! know not a fear ! 
The Brave Seventeenth ! ride to death with a cheer ! 

God ! preserve them : — see ! see how they ride !• 
While anon roar the waves in the bay outside ! 
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Hark ! — hark ! — 'tis the thunder-like cannon's voice — 
Behold I see brave Clevland ! our flower choice ; 
Riding along with his own wonted smile ; 
To cheer on his men to their fun'ral pile : — 
To which, brave heroes ! — they each and all go ; 
Nor fear wild Cossack, nor mad Russian foe — 



Ye ling'ring moments — fly quick away — 
Let British daring shine a star to day, 
Whose lustre shall glisten in ev'ry fight : 
On land or on sea : by day or by night ! 
Let Britannia's sons prove worthy their Queen I 
Who ever prays for their safety I ween! 
Let Victory ! ride before ev'ry line ; 
And rest with our men beneath ev'ry pine ; 
And on their brave hearts eternally shine ! 



Lo ! through the sad air, comes a fire-clad ball : 
On which grim Death sits — 'tis Nolan's death call- 
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The ball strikes bis heart — his horse rears — gives a 

neigh — 
And dauntless Nolan's brave soul flies away. 

Still, on ride the Light Brigade ! — yes — on — on — 
Foremost in the ranks Devonia's brave son ! 
Bides, like a vet'ran, — his battle-blade high : 
While beneath, and around him, comrades he ; 
Some dying — some dead — some longing to die. 

The sight's awfully grand I — now up yon hill 
They ride to their death — Oh ! my heart — be still : 
Hold ! hold ye, for awhile ; — ah, me ! — I ken — 
Those hills, and these vales, will now see our men, 
Fearless of meeting grim Death, and the grave ; 
By the hands of a brutal Bussian slave, 
In Balaclava's death-vale ; or in her blue wave. 

See ! — they fight-they fight-Great God ! save our men — 
And bring brave Clevland ! safe out of the glen. — 
List ! — list to the clash of their blood-deck'd swords ! 
See ! — the half-drunk Russians utt'ring foul words 
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Fall alow at their guns — On ! — on ye brave ! 
Dear Old England's Banners above ye wave ! 
The fight is yours ! — great Ballona ! doth say 
Your daring courage wins Victory's bay ! 
Then, — on ! — on ye brave hearts ! — nor fear to meet 
On his unseen wings— so blighting— so fleet— 
Grim Death ! as he flies through this dread retreat. 



The combat deepens : Behold ! the red stream 
Leaps adown the hills, like a fearful dream 
Leaps through the brain, till it makes the warm heart 
Throb apace, as if it were shot by a dart. 
See ! adown ev'ry lance, so silv'ry white ; 
Flows, like a spirit, the crimson flood bright. 
Lo ! by yon broken wheel, near cannon's breast, 
Falls a grey-headed vet'ran — his head doth rest 
On hi 8 charger's white neck, whose fi'ry eye 
Looks down on its rider ; who gives a loud sigh ; 
As he looks, with death-kiss'd eyes to the sky. 
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Anon his head falls on his charger's neck, — 

So snowy white, it shows each tiny speck 

Of his bright red blood, — yes ; it falls to die 

Now an old comrade falls adown hard by — 

Now each murd'rous cannon sends forth a ball — 

It ploughs the ranks — our heroic men fall — 

Not to die ! — but to live ! — yes, live for aye ! 

In our hearts and our annals ! — our speach and our lay ! 



The combat hath now well-nigh reach'd its height. 
God ! let our men be victors ere night 
Of this bloody battle ; that, like to waves 
Mad from the blue cavern where Neptune raves, 
Ingulphs our brave men ; in cold Kussian graves. 



How fierce the fire ! — see ! how fast the blood flows ! 
List to the loud yell of our fiendish foes ! — 
Hold ! — hold my wild heart ! — list ! — see ! — it is done — 
Yes : — ev'ry gunner lies low at his gun — 
List ! beside each man his horse gives a death-neigh — 
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O fearful moment ! awful m&& ! — 
Where are the reserves ? — alas ! — alas ! — where ? — 
Thousands of wild Cossacks, like blood-hounds, dare 
To charge our heroes — O Qod ! give them strength ; 
And safe, through this valley of death at length, 
Bring the Light Brigade ! — the e'er dauntless few ! 
Led by brave Cardigan 1 whose heart's e'er true I 
Who nor fears a Russian, nor any such foe ; 
But is, e'er able, to lay him alow ! — 



They come : — with lightning speed — back — back they 
come 
Through walls of fire; — whose fierce- whizzing flames hum 
With the fearful — awful message of death — 
Now the Light Brigade heroes hold their breath : 
Their brave hearts seem still — as the wild flames rise 
Like majestic sprites, to the awe-struck skies— • 
Still, on ! on they ride ! — the bravest of men I — 
Up — up — they come through the deep bloody glen : 

F 
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Lo ! T>rave Clevland ! comes : — See Devonia's Pride ! 
With his reeking sword — with his bleeding side — 
Now, list to the Russians ! — how loud they rave ! 
Like to spirits loosed from hell's deepest cave — 
They've lost The Young Hero ! — his brav'ry now, 
Like a gleaming halo around his brow ; 
Kindles the last flame in their savage hearts — 
See ! three fiendish Cossacks, like death-wing'd darts, 
Fly around him now — but, his arm, we know, 
Is able to lay each Cossack alow ! — 
Round his fav'rite steed — behold the Cossacks now ! — 
One, his charger's head holds, and breathes a vow ; 
And one, a moment, lifts his powerless lance ; 
Then falls quick adown 'neath brave Clevland's glance ; 
With his up-lifted sword — still wet with blood — 
He cuts down the third and fords the red flood — 
Up— up— he comes — thank God ! he's safe — I ken — 
Rejoice, O England ! for such daring men ! 
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Part VI. 




W still those heights ! — how calm those 
hills are now ! 

How gently wave the woods upon their brow ! 
How sweet the carol of yon lonely bird ! 
How deeply solemn seems each spoken word ; 
As we look on each leaflet's sad sweet face ; 
Mourning the stain— on its beauty— its grace ! 
A consciousness seems to speak in each sigh : — 
That the stain's blood — human blood — which the sky, 
Saw the War-god sprinkle as he pass'd by. 
How solemn the zephyrs now wing their flight, 
Over the War-field so awfully dight — 
Alas ! with the wounded — dying — and dead — 
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Now pois'd, in blue air, they look with dread 

On the fearful scene beneath their fair feet ; 

In deep-thought-lessons — so rich — so replete 1 

How calmly serene the bright streams glide by ! 

Their sheen silver breasts reflect the blue sky ; 

That so lately wept — to see the red dye 

From the battle-field, stain their hearts so white ; 

So beautiful now — so gleaming — so bright ! 

No sign of turmoil, or of bloody strife, 

Can now be seen — where late it was so rife — 

Save the broken cannon, and shot, and shell, 

That silently speak, in yon lonely dell, 

Of what they did, but a little while since, 

When rob'd with fire, they quick brought down a prince ; 

And laid him alow, by a private I ween, 

Who'd fought by his side ; for our own dear Queen ! 

But, this is the calm which precedes the storm ; 

That hurries along its hideous form ; 
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With noiseless fury, until it spends all, 

Its strength on the broad brow of some wild or some hall. 



See ! ascending those heights where late sat Woe, 
Her deep-bleeding wounds bound up with thick snow, 
The English Angel ! in mercy doth go. 
With her sisters fair ; she scales those tall hills ; 
Where her voice, like sweet music, gently stills, 
The quick, feverish throb, of many a heart ; 
As it goes by, in the hospital cart. 
She enters each hut on those hills afar : 
There, as a lovely sprite's, her bright eye, like a star, 
Or the sun-kiss d heart of a diamond spar, 
Sends, a silvery beam to each sick man ; 
To cheer him in pain — to heal him its plan, 
Her loving look ; so angelic ; so sweet ; 
Is the anodyne blest ; in that retreat—? 
To assuage the pain of. the wounded men, 
As they now and again, think of the gleg. 
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Where they lately fell by the reeking blade : — 

Which, aye and anon, they see in the shade 

Of the hospital room, like spectre white, 

With its hilt all-gory — its blade red bright — 

Now piercing their breasts — now touching their hearts — 

Now cutting their chargers in many parts — 

Now over their beds, with a ghost-like air, 

Anon, they see, its wild-reeking form there. 

Now her gentle shadow flits softly by, 

Like a bright golden ray from the gleaming sky, 

Which, the dying men kiss, with a smile, a sigh. 

Now a kind-soothing word to this one she gives : 

Now telleth another where Jesus lives ; 

Now speaks of his mother in England — where — 

She daily and hourly offereth prayer ; 

For him — her only son — her joy — her pride — 

Who left her to weep, with his own young bride ; 

On the green banks of the Dart's silver tide, 
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While he fought for dear England ! — far away — 
Where now he lies bleeding, the live-long day. 
Now she binds up an arm — now ties up a head — 
Now orders the last kind acts for the dead ; 
Now guards the clay which the spirit hath fled ! 



Immortal Nightingale ! — thee — thee we bless ; 
For, far away from his home, thou didst dress 
The soldier's wounds ; and stilTd his bitter sighs ; 
As his flutt'ring spirit pass'd to the skies. 
There, on those heights, for his mother didst thou, 
Wipe the death-sweat from the brave warrior's brow ; 
And there thou didst win for thyself a name — 
That burns — yes — and ever shall burn — like a flame ! 
When thy sweet soul ; shall go back to God's home ; 
And thy loving heart sleeps ; 'neath yonder tomb. 

Dreary November ! — I see thy dull eye, 
Peering out from beneath the wint'ry sky : 
It seemeth more dull, than 'twas wont to be. 
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What news dost thou bring ? — Come, tell it to me ;- 
Ah ! I know by thy look thou hast some plan, 
To silence the city of Inkerman. 



Lo ! o'er yon city of caves, like, a pall, 
A thick misty rain, with a fog doth fall 
So thick falls the fog — not a single star — 
Can be seen in the heavens, from Aktiar : 
Where our ships, in unrest, roll to and fro, 
While fast falls around them, the milk-white snow. 
Now roar the black winds, like furies, I ween. 
Now rides a sea-nymph, like a graceful queen : 
Led in her foam-car by wild-prancing waves ; 
That lift their white heads, as the mad sea-slaves ; 
Dig for the War-ships their watery graves. 
Fast, fast now she drives, through proud Aktiar ! 
While now and again, peeps a faint young star ; 
Through the silVry tears of the mourning sky, 
W^ich, aye and anon, fall adown with a sigh, 
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By whose gleaming smile ; we see she hath now ; 
Writ deeply upon her broad sea-kiss'd brow ; 
A sad awful message for those who dwell ; 
Within the dull sound of yon convent bell. 
Behold ! each glance of her full, jet-black eye ; 
Fetches a deep groan from the loud- weeping sky. 
Still,— on — on — she drives — her black, horrent hair ; 
Too horrent for one with a breast so fair ; 
Wildly-floating in the thick snowy air. 
Aloud and aloud the mad thunders crash : 
Across the snow-sky, flies the lightning's flash ; 
Pale, lurid its gleam ; as it leaps among 
The mountain-like clouds, that now roll along 
With maniac fuiy, their unseen path, 
Till they vent on the land, their vengeful wrath. 
Now trembles each .tree on those tow'ring heights ; 
Now aghast looks the Tar of a hundred fights ; 
Now, up-rooted, the poplars fall along ; 
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Now echo the hills with the siren's song ; 
Now the lurid flame like a snake entwines, 
Its fiery arms round the quaking pines. 
Now it runs up the masts of each stout ship ; 
And makes it, anon, in the mad waves dip ; 
As though it were but a feathery chip. 
Now the sea-nymph bids the furious gale ; 
Bear on, to Inkerman's homes, the sad tale ; 
That long, long ere the Sacred Day ! shall die ; 
The town of white rocks in ruins shall lie. 



The morning dawns : — 'tis the Sabbath I ken : 
The church bells are tolling in every glen 
The hour of prayer ; for the poor Kussian slaves ; 
Who horrently live in that town of caves : 
Where foul Superstition apes Learning's garb ; 
And through minds unfurnish'd sends its black barb 
Of chill deathy fear ; on which the Priests ride, 
In mcred robes ; above Aktiar's tide. 
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But away o'er those tow'ring hills afar ; 
Bides great Bellona ! in her blood-stain'd car : 
Her gleaming eyes beam with heroic pride ; 
As she looks adown on Aktiar's tide ; 
And bids her war-legions stain far and wide ; 
The snow-white crests of the blue waves that sleep ; 
In great Aktiar's heart, so proud ; so deep ! 



Lo ! on rolls her living tide of brave men ! 
Anon, look at them, the streams of the glen : 
Their silver hearts throb as if in deep pain ; 
To see, Bellona ! lead over their plain 
Her brave sons of war ; who will dare to stain 
Their pearly breasts ; so pellucid ; so bright ; 
Now gliding along like spirits rich dight ; 
With a beauty that seems anon to speak, 
Beneath every leaflet — in every creek 
Of their mountain home : above the wild deep : 
Where, 'neath the moon's faint smile, their wavelets sleep. 
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See ! by yon cot door, anent the tall hills, 
Where murmur, in sadness, some torpent rills, 
A young Russian mother bitterly weeps 
O'er her first sweet babe ! that now gently sleeps 
On her heaving- bosom — her milk-white breast, 
Where, like a fair sprite, it taketh its rest> 
Nor heeds her deep grief ; nor her warm pearl tears ; 
Which oft fall adown on its face — its ears — 
As she thinks of its father far away — 
Fighting for the great Czar ! by night — by day. 
Anon the bells toll : she repeats her prayers : 
And telleth her God ! all her anxious cares ; 
And prays that her life, and her babe's may be, 
Guarded by fair spirits eternally. 



Still toll the church bells — 'tis a horrid sound 
They make on the still, torpid air around. 
Aye and anon, through the quaint rocky caves, 
Where, in Catherine's time, lived Christian slaves, 
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Echoes the dull sound, like to mystic spell, 

As the old monks pray in their lonely cell, 

While, now and again, sounds the convent belt 

To their Saints ! they pray, to save their white home, 

Which the War-gods cry shall be their cold tomb. 

In which, for years, they have told their own tale 

Of this — and that — holy Saint ! of the vale : 

Who, on going to heaven, said, they should 

Come with fair angels ! and dwell in the wood 

Above Aktiar's tide, when in the sky, 

The red Angel of War was seen to fly ; 

And save by the might of their presence bright ; 

The city of caves — so rocky — so white. 



Now the dread hour hath come — the hour of night — 
Now they seek to behold the presence bright 
Of the Saints and Angels ; on their white hills ; 
Skimming the sweet breasts ! of their lucid rills. 
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Lo ! they strain their wild eyes to see afar ; 
Fly through the blue heavens o'er white Aktiar ; 
The holy Saints ! and the Angels so fair ! 
On their golden wings in answer to prayer. 

Again, they look ; and declare they behold — 
The glorious host ; in feathery gold ! 
Blessing Inkerman's heights, so white, so fair ; 
Now chanting a song, on the hallowed air ; 
Now striking their harps with a flying hand ; 
Now blessing the monks, and their holy band ; 
Now flooding with light each home in the land. 

The poor deluded serfs, in every dale ; 
Believe implicit ! this sad monkish tale ; * 
And bow themselves low, in their rocky caves, 
And feed on this food ; fit only for slaves. 

Anon they loud cry, to the Saints ! to come : — 
But, alas ! — 'tis vain ; — for the battle-drum 
Now sounds its loud voice, by Bellona's side : 
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Lo ! thousands of daring war-spirits glide ; 
Along by the Inkerman's gleaming tide. 

See ! see ! — again rush the Allies to death : 
To win us another glorious wreath ! 

On ! on they ride ! — brave Cathcart's well-trained eye ; 
Inspires his men as they ride on to die. 
Lo ! see how they fight by the hero's side ! 
See ! again he smiles with heroic pride : 
While, apace, flows the sprite-like crimson tide. , 

Still, forward, Bellona ! leads her brave men ! ' 
O'er each white hillock — through each woody glen — 
Louder and louder, roll her chariot wheels ; 
Quicker and quicker, the war-spirit steals ; 
With fiery eyes and with flaming breath ; 
Breathing on Inkerman, ruin and death. 

Behold ! up proud Aktiar's gleaming height ! 
Rush the mad waves, to gaze on the brave fight. 
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Now sounds the Lancaster's loud awful voice r 
Behold ! every sailor seems to rejoice ; 
As their broadsides they pour on every side : 
From each war-ship, in proud Aktiar's tide. 



Lo ! in every glen ; beneath every tree ; 
They fight hand-to-hand — till, red, to the sea, 
The Tchernaya's wild flood flows mournfully. 

See ! the Guards advance, — again and again : — . 
Along the slopes, anent Inkerman's plain : 
Now they fly, like spirits, over each bank : 
The Bussians attack their rear and right flank : 
But the dauntless Guards ! now back-to-back fight : 
With their wonted daring ; on the left and the right. 



Four times they fall back ; and four times they gain 
" Sandbag Battery," where, alas ! lie slain — 
Bound this gunless redoubt ; and in the glen ; 
More thorn one half of these brave-hearted men. 
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Now the %ht deepens : O awful m&We ! 
O let British arms wear Victory's bay ! 
On these snowy hills — on this holy day ! 



Alas ! alas ! what ? — what do I see ? — 
A bright-flaming bullet flying swiftly ; 
It strikes Cathcart's breast — the hero falls — 
List ! list we awhile ; — ah ! — grim Death ! now calls 
The heroic man home — his work's well done — 
He hath fought bravely ; and Glory's Crown won ! 



Still deepens the fight : — See ! how fierce it grows *• 
How crimson the stream is, that yonder flows ! 
How sad is the look of its pearly eye ; 
As its upward glance seeks the blue sky ! 
How fervid the breath of Zephyrus now ! 
How silent he sits with his burning brow, 
On the ruby heart of the silver stream, 
That glides to the sea, like a passing dream 1 

a 
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Lo ! the daring Zouaves ! come o'er yon hill : 
Their red garments make the Russians stand still ; 
But, on go the Zouaves ! in splendid style ; 
The grey-coated Russians now seem for awhile 
Like petrified stones, both rank and file ; 
And run in confusion for many a mile. 
Now, thick showers of red-hot shell fall fast ; 
Now, brave Clevland I leads his daring men past 
The e'er warm-hearted Guards ! — whose steady aim 
Flings a rich, brilliant lustre, around their name : 
Now, sprite-like, they fly through the thick brush-wood, 
Where late, in defiance, the Cossacks stood. 
But, — on — on they go— with a cheer to the fight ; 
The sad still air is now fearfully dight : 
With the flaming wrath from Bellona's heart ; 
Which, anon, flies along like a burning dart 
O'er the red battle-field ; — whose, once, green blade ; 
Smiled, as a child doth, when the sun-beams fade ; 
And kiss its young breast with their lips of gold ; 
As it seeks rest, 'neath the coverlet's fold. 
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O God ! of nations, of kings, and of men : 
Let, white-wing'd Mercy ! now fly through this glen : 
Let her love-lit eyes ; teach our cruel foes 
That in brave English hearts I a bright fire glows ; 
The fire of Mercy ! a flame pure and white ; 
Which is e'er ready to burn for the Right ! 
Whose white hands ne'er shrink to wield the red sword, 
When Justice ! demanding — giveth the word. 
Let Mercy ! now shine, like the diamond's ray ; 
On these blood-wash'd hills o'er Aktiar's bay. 
Let the light of her eyes now beam as a star ; 
On Bellona's breast ; in her iron-car. 
Still, still we pray Thee, on Inkerman's side ; 
To let British arms I again shine with pride ; 
Ere the moon sleeps on proud Aktiar's tide. 



List ! list to the groans of the death-struck men ! 

See ! each woody hill, and each sylvan glen, 

Is covered with cannon, and shot, and shell ; 

And thousands of Russians — ah, me ! tluit yell — 
G* 
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How fiendish it sounds in the jaws of death ! 
It freezes the blood — it stops the young breath. 
Still, on rides brave Clevland ! Devonia's Flower ! 
In stately pride-with his wonted power- 
Lo ! see how he fights ! — his sword crimson d o'er : 
Each blade 'neath his feet is burden'd with gore : 
Thousands fall around him, and groaning die : 
Still on he rides with his battle-blade high, 
While, anon, fall the tears, from heaven's blue eye. 



Lo ! through yon waving wood fly the war-steeds : 
Now each trembling leaf — each quaking tree bleeds : 
Now, like a horrent ghost, quick leaps the stream; 
Now flies a black cloud, like a fearful dream ; 
Now rise clouds of fire to the awe-struck sky ; 
Now, like walls of steel, fly bayonets by ; 
Again they fight — see ! — 'tis hand to hand now ; 
Quick falls the red blade on the Russian's brow : 



i 
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Lo ! the blood gushes out—a mad wild spring ; 
Which leaps about, while its spirit hands fling, 
Its dark red tears ; on each pale-living thing. 



Again roar the waves in Aktiar's bay : 
Again, rush up the heights, to see the fray : 
Now quick run adown to their deep blue home ; 
Now roll themselves up in bright silver foam ; 
Now thunders the voice of old Neptune's slaves ; 

« 

Now wild flies the siren's song through the caves 
Of Ocean's deep heart : — where many I ken — 
Who, once, walk'd o'er this hill, and through that glen, 
Now sleep for awhile, in Neptune's grave-yard ; 
The warrior-prince by the side of the bard.. 



Still deepens the fight in each lonely vale : 
On fly the wild winds with the blood-red tale : 
By thick cloudlets of smoke with lurid eyes ; 
That flit, like red sprites, through the stormy skies. 
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On speed the wild winds, to the great Czar's home ; 
And tell the tale : — till he grows white as foam : 
Then, quick hies to rest, in his marble tomb. 



Lo I adown yon ravine, like a wild flood, 
Leaps, anon, TO ONE grave — the warm young blood 
Of English, and Russian, and French, I trow ; 
Till the leaflets pale ; at the gurgling flow. 



Anent yon high hill, 'neath the waving trees, 
Where, in deep sadness, sighs, the once, gay breeze 
See ! many a bayonet, and many a lance ; 
By the side of the dead ; up-send a glance 
To the heavens on high ; as if soft and clear, 
Pray'd, in gentlest accents, each dark red tear ; 
For the brave heroes ! to whom they were dear. 



With thunder-like roar, the cannons agen ; 
Mow adown, like frail grass, our noble men : 
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Now, thousands on thousands, in heaps lie dead : 
Behold ! the blue skies in horror have fled ; 
And each golden beam hath hid its fair head. 

Now, in the white caves, o'er Aktiar's tide : 
Aghast, the lovely wood-nymphs ; quickly hide. 
Still roll the red wheels of Bellona's car * 
Still fierce lives the fight, o'er the hills afar ; 
Still clash the bright swords with a horrent glare ; 
Still rides great Bellona ! with flowing hair ; 
Still red-hot shells, in thick showers, fall down ; 
Still flies the War-god ! with an awful frown. 

Oh, my heart ! — be still ! — 'tis fearful I ken — 
To see, in this valley of blood, our men 
Mow'd adown by War — in the pride of life— 
With mad-flaming sword — with wild-reeking knife. 

Lo ! in yon rippling stream — ONCE WHITE — now red — 
With bayonet wounds on its noble head ; 
A dark-bay charger, with its rider lies dead. 
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Anent, the weeping trees on yonder hill ; 
Like a lovely young sprite ! a pearly rill 
XJp-lifts its silver eye as on it roves ; 
Like a maiden in love 'neath the tall groves ; 
Yet, its glances, though witching, seem to be, 
Mournfully flung on each sorrowing tree : 
Which makes each one bow, again and again, 
And shed its snow-tears as if in deep pain 
At parting with one, whose angelic voice 
Oft made their sad hearts — to smile and rejoice — 
But, lo ! quick, quick adown, the brown-mess banks ; 
A red spirit hies with many wild pranks ; 
To kiss the rill's lips ; and drink from her eyes ; 
So silvery white ; — 'neath the frowning skies ; — 
The sweets of young love ! if, there, without pain, 
It might hide its wild head — its blood-red stain — 
But her beautiful eyes ; as sprite's oft will, 
Gave back a wild glance to the red spirit rill : 
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Then flew quickly through the dark- waving grove, 

Where oft, alas ! red spirits madly rove, 

Nor heeded its ravings — nor its wild-proffer'd love. 



Lo ! now and again, — see ! — the Russians fly : 
Anon runs the Highlanders' cheer through the sky : 
Now the brave Seventeenth t ride through the vale ; 
Now rings the dull air with the Cossacks' wail ; 
Now on feath'ry pinion's of raven dye ; 
Augustly swift through the bright-flaming sky 
Darts the Angel of Death ! so ghastly pale ; 
It freezes the blood of all hearts in the vale. 
Still the Seventeenth I quick speed up the hills : 
See ! — their glitt'ring lances fling a gleam that chills 
The fiendish heart of the merciless foe ; 
And pales it, and stills it, and lays it low. 

Lo ! round the red wheels of Bellona's cars : 
Thousands of broken lances, like fallen stars, 
Up-fling to the heavens, their silv'ry spars. 
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O dreadful hour ! O most fearful me\6e ! 
O sad horrent sight for a Sabbath day ! 



Hold ! — hold my wild heart ! — alas ! — alas ! see ! 
A murderous ball swift flies by yon tree : 
Its fierce-flaming breath culls Devonia's Flower ; 
As onward he rides with heroic power. 
Lo ! it strikes his brave breast ! — see ! see ! on high 
Reareth his charger ; as 'twere to the sky : 
Now turns its fine head all-bleeding I trow ; 
While from Clevland's side the red-stream doth flow ; 
And back to yon small white tent on the hill, 
He takes The Young Hero ! death-pale and still. 
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Part VII 




OON flies apace over each woody hill. 
Sullen and slow ; on flows each pearly rill : 
Tainted its white heart ; with the deep red 
dye: 
Mournfully sad, beams the glance of its eye : 
Like a mourning sprite's hymning painfully "slow, 
The warrior's requiem, 'neath the deep snow. 
Now, on it glides in sad, sullen unrest : 
Now it up-leaps, to The Young Hero's breast. 



Lo 1 a lov'd comrade now takes in a cup 
The crystal stream : Daring Clevland ! sits up ; 
And drinks with faint lips ; the best of all drinks ; 
Then quick lies adown, fast-bleeding, and thinks — 
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Now of the lov'd ones in sweet Instow's glen ; 
Now of the fight — of the Seventeenth's men ; 
Now seeks to know if the battle be ours ; 
Now grasps his sword with full- wonted powers ; 
Now flashes a beam from his watchet eye ; 
As if 'twere piercing, a Cossack hard by. 
Lo ! he gently sleeps — anent the pearl springs — 
Lo 1 angels stand by him wiflt golden wings ; — 
And watch him there, on his cold grassy bier ; 
And look sadly sweet ; as they each dry a tear ; 
And wipe, with their sprite-hands, from his cold brow ; 
The big sweat-drops of death ; which sit there now. 



Oh ! that holy tent scene ! — how sweet to view 
On Aktiar's hills o'er the deep, deep blue : 
Above the white caves — where the sea-nymphs sleep — 
Anent the tall heights — where the poplars weep- 
Within sound of the bubbling crystal springs — 
Fast-sleeping 'neath the fair angels' gold wings — 
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Devonia's brave son ! — her bravest ! — I ween : 
That fought to the death for our peerless Queen ! 
In dark Balaclava's blood-red ravine. 



Lo ! The Young Hero dreams — a battle dream : 
Look on his fine features by the faint beam 
From the dark-hanging sky ! — how life-like now, 
Flits, aye and anon, o'er his noble brow ; 
The war-sprite's smile ; which again and again, 
Like blest anodyne ; stills his soul's deep pain ! 
Now the wild reverie seems to grow dark ; 
Now it seems to brighten as if a live spark 
Quick leaps, with a loud- whizzing, livid glare, 
From Mar's fiery eyes — that ever stare 
On The Young Hero — so dauntless — so fair ! 



Behold ! the war-sprite's fly swift through the sky : 
See I — how quick he up-starts ! — how wild his eye 
As he lists to the War-god's welcome cry J 
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List ! — list ! each cave with its inmate pale ; 
And each lonely dingle ; and ev'ry dale ; 
Echo the War-gods' loud-thrilling cry ; 
As o'er the battle-field apace they fly : 
Shouting aloud under each waving tree ; 
The Allies have gained the Victory ! 



Lo ! The Young Hero's eyes beam brightly now ; 
Wonted health seems awhile to deck his brow ; 
As in by-gone days when he row'd along, 
The silvery Torridge ! with merry song. 
But, alas ! how fleeting those health smiles are ! 
For, behold t each one hath now fled afar. 
They fly, like the blush of the rose in May, 
When most it is wanted to make us gay : 
They come and go, like the rain-bow's smile, 
As it kisses the heart, of the sapphirine pile. 



Lo ! o'er his noble brow ; Death ! waves his hand ; 
Now, his eyes see the distant spirit-land ; 
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Now he lies adown on his grassy bed ; 

Now his servant supports his drooping head ; 

Now he calmly speaks of his mother dear ; 

And commends her to God ! — while a silv'ry tear ; 

Like a diamond in sapphire, gleams so bright ; 

It seems, like a star on the blue robe of night, 

To deck his dying eyes, with beauty sheen ; 

And saith, " Though a soldier of our matchless Queen ! 

I am a man " — Oh, yes ! — those tears I ween, 

Now gleaming like sprites rob'd in silver sheen, 

Are Affection's tribute for her whose love, 

Like unseen angel from realms above, 

Cheers his dying heart ; as the shades of death ; 

Sprite-like, walk around, and steal his last breath. 



Lo ! he faints : Death ! gently breathes on his brow ; 
Anon he looks up ; for his sisters now 
He sweetly prays : — their love, like to a spell, 
Hung on his brave gen'rous heart ! when he fell. 
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And now with the vale of death in full view ; 

It cheers him along, like gem set in blue, 

Blest Hope's sweet mantle ; in death for the True ! 

Behold ! anon he faints : anon he prays : 
Now his fluttering spirit hears the sweet lays 
Of the Holy in Bliss — beyond the cloud 
That now hangs on the sky like a dusky shroud. — 
His eyes up-glancing, are still lit with love, — 
Lo ! around him now stand sprites from above ; 
List ! — they play on their harps of glist'ning gold ; 
See ! now around him falls the snow-white fold 
Of the robe of the Blest ! — List ! how sweet falls 
The angelic voice as it gently calls : 
" Come brave Warrior, come I God bids thee now be, 
His guest in the realms of Eternity ! " 

Lo ! he smiles and saith : " Lord I gladly come 
From this hill of blood— to Thy holy home ! " 
Now sing the blest voices : " he comes : he comes : " 
Now, aloud sound the unseen spirit-drums I 
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Lo ! the Angels their golden wings out-spread : 

See ! his spirit flies-yes-low lies his head 

On the heart of the grass — once green — now red. 



Lo ! over him now his old servant weeps ; 

And lone guards the spot where he calmly sleeps. — 



Sleeps, a Seventeenth Lancer ! — whose spotless name ! 
Shall burn in his regiment a brilliant flame ; 
Shall live like perfume of undying flower ; 
Shall cheer their brave hearts in every hour ; 
Like to sweet mystic spell, his name shall be, 
On the Seventeenth's heart Eternally ! — 
Sleeps, in the Warriors grave with Glory's crown ; 
Sleeps, The Young Hero of deathless renown ; 
Sleeps, as a Conqueror on his natal day ; 
Sleeps, far above the wild wave's pearly spray ; 
Sleeps, till the Reunion Morning ! shall dawn ; 
Then, call'd by his God ! — on Heaven's gold lawn ; 

H 
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Clevland ! shall bask in the light of His smile ; 
And dwell with the Blest ; in God's golden pile ! 



Rest, Brave Warrior, Rest ! — thy Country doth bow ; 
And places the Hero's Wreath on thy brow ! 
Rest, Brave Warrior, Rest ! — dear Devonia ! weeps : 
Rest, Brave Warrior, Rest ! — where our Cathcart ! sleeps : 
Rest, Brave Warrior, Rest ! — thy memory now, — 
Like sweet incense breathing around our brow, 
Cheers our lonely hearts ; as we think of thee — 
Dying on Inkerman's heights, so bravely ! 
We'll ne'er forget thee on that far off shore : 
When on the sweet Torridge ! we'll rest our oar ; 
And think of the daring deeds thou hast done ; 
And think of the glorious name thou'st won ; 
And think of the glory old England gains ; 
By thy brave death ; on those blood-wash'd plains ; 
And sing thee a song as thy river glides by : 
Kissing fair Tapeley's feet ; with a deep-fetch'd sigh. • 
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We'll never forget thee in Instow's vales : 

When the young Morn dawns ; and the fair Eve pales ; 

When Sol on thy lands, e'er kiss'd by the waves ; 

Peers through thy lov'd Pine ; that e'er gently braves 

The wild Zephyrs breath when Boreas raves, 

We'll sit 'neath the out-spread boughs of that tree ; 

And think of thy heroic bravery ! 



We'll never forget thee : — thy gen'rous heart ; 
Thy love for God's aged poor by whom thou art 
Now deeply-mourn'd ; — thy great love for the Good ; 
Thy love for the Bible ! — the Soul's rich food ! 
Hath endear'd thee to us ; and now I ken : 
Yes ; and ever ! in each deep mossy glen ; 
We'll tell to our children how thou hast died ; 
On Aktiar's hills, above her blue tide. 



We'll never forget thee : — a Monument now ; 
We raise on thy lands to record our vow. 
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It points to Heaven — thy sweet home; — where we- 
Will meet thee again in Eternity ! 



Rest, Brave Warrior, Rest ! — thy fair Sisters ! too 
In grateful remembrance of love so true ; 
As thine ever was ! now erect to thee— 
A memorial window at Westleigh. 



Rest, Brave Warrior, Rest ! — thy Mother mourns thee : 
'Neath the tall waving pines of sweet Tapeley ! 
Thy favourite nooks ; she visits with tears ; 
But thought of thy love ! dispels all her fears ; 
Her kind lonely heart ; — thy memento is ; — 
There, like gefia in gold, lies thy name I wis ; 
And there shall lie — till she meets thee above — 
In the deathless land of undying love! 
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